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so thick that the men of the North wear veils against them — all
this would be gone in a couple of weeks; and I should have to
be off too.
It was almost exactly two weeks before I was able to get away.
Meanwhile I lived at the mission with Father Delalande, a
priest whose religious spirit was as profound as his Parisian
gaiety was infectious; and I helped with the housekeeping. One
day I came in and found him on all fours, scrubbing the floor
and chanting the Ave Maria Stella. He began to soliloquize.
'What a trade ours is!' he said as he scrubbed vigorously.
'We go from our breviary to dog-disease and back again, from
prayers to the Primus stove, from Christian charity to a sound
thwacking of the huskies because they are fighting out-of-doors
and their howling annoys us. Thou shalt not kill, we repeat;
and we take our 30-30 and bring down as many caribou as we
can, because even a priest must eat, and so must his dogs. I tell
you, it's enough to make a man die laughing.' And into my
boots he flung half the contents of his water-bucket.
I was cook, among other things, and every day, when time
came to eat, my Parisian missionary would say to me solemnly:
'Monsieur de Poncins, what are you preparing for us today?
Did you say roast turkey? Or was that lobster Thermidor I
heard you rolling over your tongue?' With that we would finish
off the remains of a tin of chipped beef. We were able to make
some toast one day: it brought France to mind, and I asked
Father Delalande if he ever thought of going home. He was in
high spirits, playing old French airs on his harmonium, but at
the question he stopped, shook his head soberly, and said:
'No, I think probably it wouldn't suit me. I might as well
end here. The snow, the dogs, everything . . . there's nothing
like it.9
He went on. 'The only thing that is painful for me,' he said,
*is that I haven't a parish. We priests like to say a fine Mass
from time to time, you know. It makes us happy. When I
tbirik that in the mission at Burnside I didn't even have a proper
censer! I had to make one out of an old kerosene lamp and a
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